CHAPTER 4                            CHILDREN'S HOUR
AT WAS NOW evening of the second day. Captain Adam, an engineer of the Home Army, appeared at a late hour in our Red Cross station with orders to build a barricade to protect our sector from a possible attack by the German garrison at the University, just a block beyond.
We were then working hard at enlarging our quarters by annexing an adjoining butcher shop which, with its gleaming white ties and whitewashed walls, became our medical ward.
"Who'll build the barricade?" I asked. "Will you send us some German prisoners of war to do the job?**
"Oh, no!** Captain Adam seemed startled Tt expect you will manage somehow with the local people "
I muttered something unpleasant The Germans were dragging our civilians out of their homes to use as shields for their tanks, for the building of barricades and pillboxes. Why did we have to be so squeamish about using German prisoners?
Captain Adam listened to my outburst without much sympathy.
I argued that we had only women and children and some old people left in this sector, and that our soldiers had their hands full elsewhere. Captain Adam was unmoved.
*Tm sure it will work out somehow/* he said* *Cood night, Lieutenant**
It did work out During the night, afl those who were able to move anything at all built that barricade with little more than their bare hands. It was six yards wide and four deep, and was buttressed on the outside, facing
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